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currents of wandering attention and contrary squalls of whisper-
ing, have left their mark on his tone. His bow is nothing like so
patient and sensitive as it used to be; and he plays his pieces de
salon as if he had worn out every sensation they could give him
except that of astonishing private audiences with his execution
of them. He was quite another man in the evening at Steinway
Hall, where he led a Beethoven pianoforte trio with some real
artistic enjoyment, and instinctively got back some of his old
fineness of tone. This was at a concert given by Alfred Gallrein,
a competent executant on the violoncello, but not an extraordi-
nary musician, as I judged by his rather commonplace treatment
of a suite by Corelli. Miss Liza Lehmann sang Vieni, Dorina
bella, known to this generation, as far as it is known at all, by
Weber's pianoforte variations. The disappointment caused by
the absence of Mr Bispham was relieved by the appearance of
Hugo Heinz, a cultivated, intelligent, and sympathetic German
singer, whom I occasionally hear at concerts, never without
pleasure.

An excellent concert was that given by Mr Maud Crament at
die Town Hall, Kensington. This I may say with a clear con-
science; though I am, I confess, strongly biassed in Mr Crament's
favor by an act of extraordinary and benevolent intrepidity per-
formed by him years ago. This was nothing less than an entirely
disinterested attempt to teach me counterpoint, an art to which
I am constitutionally impervious. Lest this statement, now pub-
lished for the first time, should ruin him professionally, I hasten
to add that he is in no way responsible for my present attitude
towards the academic training in music. When I think of the ap-
palling facility with which he could write canons at all sorts of
intervals, and choruses in an unlimited number of real parts, so
that even the piously contrapuntal Friedrich Kiel could teach
him no more, and an Oxford musical degree cost him nothing
but the fees and a hasty look at the date of Monte Verde's birth
or the like, I cannot help admiring him from my soul for all the
oratorios and festival cantatas he has not written. For if he had
chosen to abuse his powers, "analytic criticism" would certainly
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